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The Sit-on- Your-Butt Workout 


|? eee “No Pain, No Gain”? 

Remember guys walking 
around the office with 350-pound 
weights on each ankle? 

Remember the guys who were 
23 years old but they looked like 94- 
year-old versions of Bruce Dern be- 
cause they jogged eighty-six miles 
every morning and every afternoon? 

Remember the women who 
would say, “Oh, wait a minute, I 
need to stop off at this strip shop- 
ping center and do a ninety-minute 
Butt Class before lunch?” 

Well, all that’s over. Not that I 
ever did any of it, but, anyhow, it’s 
over. 

Now what we've got instead is 
these professional health experts 
who say, “Don’t do anything your 
body doesn’t tell you to do.” 

Which is fine with me, because 
my body has been telling me to 
smoke three packs of Marlboros a 
day and eat a lot of Mexican food. 

And the idea is that you should 
exercise, but you should do it, like, 
three times a week for about fifteen 
minutes, and you shouldn’t think 
about it while you’re doing it. You 
should go play a little tetherball or 
something. But it can’t be work. If 
it’s work, then you spoil the whole 
Zen Buddhist New Age Mystical 
Rock-Worshipping Aura of your 
body chakras. 

I’m not sure I understand it exactly myself, but 
I think what they mean is you’re supposed to sur- 
prise yourself with exercise. You’re walking along 
the street, and suddenly you say, “Oh my God, I’m 
Jogging.” 

And then you stop jogging. 

Are you following this? 





If you saw this happening to D.B. Sweeney, would you ey e 
help him or run like hell? Bad example. 


And you can’t put any weight on your body. 
When you exercise, you’re supposed to use your 
natural body weight, no matter whether you weigh 
92 or 392. Because that way you can “feel your body” 
and decide how much resistance it can take. Or 
something like that. 

I kinda like this trend. If we keep going in this 
direction, then pretty soon we'll just be lying around 


thinking about exercise, and waiting on our body to 
get up out of bed. 

I have a question. 

Why does it have to be one thing or the other? 
Why do we either have to exercise nineteen hours a 
day on $5,000 tricep machines, or else not exercise at 
all? 
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James Garner refuses to take “alien” for an answer. 


Why don’t we do something in the middle? 

Yall let me know. [ll be down at the topless club, 
watching girls exercise, getting mental inspiration. 

And speaking of alien experiences, Fire in the 
Sky just came out on video, and it’s pretty decent. I 
never did see this, because I originally thought it was 
indoor bullstuff. Then somebody told me that, no, 
you do have to sit through about an hour and a half 
of whiny New York Yuppie actors, but then the last 
thirty minutes, when the guy gets abducted by the 
aliens, is great. 

And they were right. D.B. Sweeney is out on a 
logging operation when an alien space ship zaps him 
into a giant brown fetus pad, and then he floats 
around like a circus midget, chasing his car keys, 
until he falls into some kind of alien animal-research 
laboratory where he’s the animal, and then he gets 
dragged, gouged, poked, punctured, and shrink- 
wrapped so the aliens can do eyeball surgery with a 
drill. 

No wonder they find him five days later, nekkid 
and scared out of his jock strap. 

That’s the good part of the movie. The rest of it 
is all the “true story” parts, because this is based on 
a real alien abduction that took place in the White 
Mountains of Arizona in 1975. Which reminds me of 
something I’ve always wanted to ask. Why do the 
aliens only abduct people in small towns? Why don’t 
the aliens ever land in downtown Chicago where we 
can get a good look at em? 

Basically what we’ve got here is a bunch of 
Arizona good ole boys scuffing their toes in the dirt 
a lot, telling weaselly investigator James Garner 
that their friend really was abducted by aliens and 





D.B. Sweeney loses more than his gimme cap. 


that they didn’t murder him, until it’s time for the big 
Giant Fetus Fu scene. We’ve also got some whining 
wives and girlfriends, and gratuitous Henry Tho- 
mas. I’ve always wanted to say this: Henry phones it 
in. 

One dead dog. No breasts. Chainsaw Fu. Lie- 
detector Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations 
for Robert Patrick, as the tortured friend, who says 
“You think I’m gonna let a flake like you marry my 
sister? You're a dreamer”; Peter Berg, as the friend 
whose name you can never remember, for saying 
“Forgive us, Father, for what we’ve done”; Craig 
Sheffer, as the chainsaw-wielding roughneck who 
says “I told you chuckleheads that story was never 
gonna work”; and D.B. Sweeney, as the abductee, for 
saying “You left me there.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Random Acts of Kindness (Editors of 
Conari Press): In spite of its annoyingly sensi- 


tive New Age flower-child-for-the-nineties “let’s 
all hug” quality, this collaborative account of 
people’s personal encounters with acts of kind- 
ness, laced with inspirational quotes and sug- 
gestions on how you, too, can jump on the 
kindness bandwagon is (don’t laugh) unexpect- 
edly uplifting. Three stars. ($8.95. Conari Press, 
1144 65th Street, Suite B, Emeryville, CA 94608. ) 








Y/, Drive-In Theater VW 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

November 13: Dead On: Relentless II: Great action thriller 
starring some of the best tough-guys in the business—Leo Rossi 
as a tortured cop, the late Ray Sharkey as a creepy FBI agent, and 
Miles O’Keeffe as a Russian hitman. Four stars. (Second feature: 
Two Evil Eyes: Two Edgar Allan Poe movies in one. The first, The 
Facts in the Case of Mr. Valdemar, is directed by horror legend 
George Romero. This offbeat zombie story stars Adrienne 
Barbeau as an ex-stewardess who married an old man for his 
money and is now scheming with her M.D. lover, Ramy Zada, to 
have the dying old coot sign everything over to her while he’s ina 
hypnotic state. The second film is Dario Argento’s version of The 
Black Cat, starring Harvey Keitel as an abusive alcoholic crime 
photographer who can’t stand girlfriend Madeleine Potter’s pet 
cat, a feeling that grows so strong he ends up taking photos of the 
cat’s strangulation death. Also starring John Amos, Sally 
Kirkland, Kim Hunter, Martin Balsam. Four stars.) 

November 20: Grim Prairie Tales: Horror anthology starring 
James Earl Jones as a crude mountain man and Brad Dourif as 
a citified writer from Seattle, sharing the same campfire in the Old 
West and telling each other increasingly grotesque stories. Also 
starring William Atherton, Lisa Eichhorn, Marc McClure, 
Scott Paulin. Three stars. (Second feature: Guilty As Charged: 
Weird black comedy starring Rod Steiger as a religious fanatic 
who keeps a private Death Row in his basement for criminals who 
were let off easy, then executes them in his specially-designed 
electric chair. As it turns out, he’s the most sympathetic character 
in the cast, which includes Lyman Ward as a sleazeball guberna- 
torial candidate, Lauren Hutton as the candidate’s catty wife, 
Heather Graham as a bimbo so gullible she'll give her life to any 
political cause, and Isaac Hayes as Steiger’s creepy retarded 
henchman. Three and a half stars.) 

November 27: Love in Hong Kong: This might be the lamest 
soft-core sex flick in the history of motion pictures. It’s the badly- 
dubbed 1983 story of Hong Kong journalist Marianne Aubert, 
who’s also the only absolute skag ever to star in a sex flick. In order 
to satisfy her tabloid editor, she recruits two sex-crazed friends 
from New York, Veronique de Laisse and Frankie Way, and 
they attempt to have sex in public with unsuspecting men, so that 
Aubert’s photographer can secretly take pictures for publication. 
All the negatives are destroyed, though, by Lilly Chan, a spy for 
another newspaper in town, so they have to do this over and over 
and over again. Sometimes the picture actually slows down due to 
the sleaze sticking to the celluloid. Zero stars. (Second feature: Kiss 
Me a Killer) 


Stay of Execution! 


The Skyview Drive-In in Belleville, Illinois, 
was supposed to be ripped down three years ago 
so somebody could build a shopping center. They 
even had a big closing-night party to mourn the 
place. But it still stands, and it’s still in business. 
In fact, it’s the last surviving theater of the once 
powerful Bloomer Amusement Company theater 
circuit, which was founded in vaudeville days. 
The Skyview opened in 1949 and was originally 
known as the Pink Drive-In because of the cos- 
tumes worn by concession stand workers. It in- 
cluded pony rides, a Ferris wheel, and fire truck 
and train rides for children. John Wegrzyn re- 
minds us that, with eternal vigilance, the drive- 
in will never die. 


As Max von Sydow hawks antiques, millions of Americans want to know .. . 


How Much Do You Hate Me’? 


ou know how people used to get fired? Then there are the people who file actual law- 
Your boss would say, “You're fired.” suits to get their jobs back. And sometimes, after 

That was it. He didn’t have to say anythingelse. spending seven years in court and a hundred thou in 
You got the message. 

like this way. It’s simple, direct, 
clean. You know exactly where you 
stand with the company. 

But you know what people do 
now if the boss says “You're fired”? 

They say, “Why am I being fired?” 

And the boss has to come up with 
a reason. 

First of all, lemme ask this ques- 
tion. Why would you even want to 
know the reason? That’s like having 
your book rejected by Random House, 
and then demanding to know exactly 
which chapters they considered dog 
doo-doo, and, while youre at it, get 
them to tell you just how bad they 
think your story is, your characters, 
and your prose style. Maybe they 
could also throw in a few insults 
about your grammar. 

Is this gonna make you feel bet- 
ter? 

There’s something I learned a 
long time ago, through dealing with 
publishers, editors, casting agents, : : 
night-club managers, TV shows, pro- ia asks “Now what was this movie about?” in 
ducers—every kind of person that Needful Things. 
gives out jobs and takes jobs away. It goes like this: legal fees, they actually do get the job back. 





If they don’t want me for the job, J don’t want the Can you imagine what it’s like that first day back 
Job. on the job? 
I mean it. “Hey, Merv. Hey, Stella. I guess that buyer in 


I don’t mean that I'll feel better if I lie to myself Akron never called back, huh? Hey, would you guys 
and act like I don’t want the job. I[mean, assoonas mind filling mein on the last 214 sales meetings? By 
they don’t want me for the job, I honestly don’t want the way, where’s my coffee mug?” 


the job. I mean, does anybody believe you're gonna want 
This makes life very simple, because it frees you _ to go back there? 
up to go on to the next job. You know what I’m saying America is a very strange place. I’m just starting 
here? to realize this. 
That’s why I can’t understand somebody who Speaking of people who refuse to go away, Max 
would say to the boss, “Outline all the reasons ’m__von Sydow stars in the latest Big Steve King flick— 
being fired.” the 947th Stephen King flick of 1993—as the devil. 


Do you really want the boss to say, “Okay, In this case, the devil runs an antique shop in Castle 
number one, you have B.O. Number two, your hand- Rock, Maine, where he’ll sell you anything you want, 
writing looks like a constipated goose walked across aslongas you'll do one itsy-bitsy dirty trick for him— 
a piece of paper. Third, I don’t like your attitude. slash somebody’s tires, break a few windows, maybe 
Fourth, I don’t like your face. Fifth, ’dliketohiremy bust up a barroom. And his idea is that everybody is 


brother-in-law.” so full of hate that they'll blame the wrong person 
What do you do, sit there waiting for one that and start pickaxing one another to death. 
makes you feel better? Unfortunately, there’s about forty-six subplots 


in this movie, and so you can’t keep it 
exactly straight as to who hates who. 
The best feud, though, is between 
local geekazoid Amanda Plummer and 
down-on-the-farm chubster Valri 
Bromfield. They go at it with cleavers 
and axes in one of the greatest paint- 
the-walls-red stunt sequences since 
Nightmare. Meanwhile, there’s a little 
kid who tries to commit suicide, a 
Catholic priest ready to whop the 
Babtist preacher upside the head, and 
J.T. Walsh as a businessman ready to 
kill anybody who calls him “Buster”— 
including his wife. And right in the 
middle of everything is Ed Harris, as 
the sheriff, who runs around telling 
everybody that it’s Max von Sydow 
who’s causing all the problems. 

Antiques kill. 

I love the idea, even though, after 
a while, this movie doesn’t make a lick 
of sense. 

Four dead bodies. No breasts. Exploding Catho- 
lic church. Aardvarking with the devil. Drive-In 
Academy Award nominations for Max von Sydow, 
for enhancing his international reputation by trav- 
elling to Canada to make a little exploitation flick; Ed 
Harris, for his big Martin Luther King speech at the 
end where he tells the town it’s time to stop hating 
one another; Bonnie Bedelia, as the arthritic wait- 





Lonely widow Amanda Plummer goes nutzoid 
for antiques. 





J.T. Walsh is the yacht salesman from h 














ell. 


ress who wears a demonic necklace that makes her 
hands feel better; Amanda Plummer, as the lonely 
widow who turns into a killing machine; and the 
great J.T. Walsh, in another great psycho role, as the 
greedy S.O.B. to end all greedy S.O.B.’s. This is the 
first feature film directed by Fraser “Son of Charlton” 
Heston, and I’m afraid the old boy doesn’t quite have 
the drive-in touch yet. It’s okay, he’s got time. 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 











Books 

Flowers in the Attic by V.C. Andrews, Foundation and 
Earth by Isaac Asimov, Frankenstein by Mary Shelley, From 
Cradle to Grave by Joyce Eggington, The Garden of Eden by 
Ernest Hemingway, Graveyard Golf & Other Stories by Vampyre 
Mike Kassel, The Harvard Classics 1988 Annual, Helmle & 
Helmle, Architects by Edward J. Russo, A History of Western 
Philosophy by Bertrand Russell, The Hoax of the Twentieth 
Century by Arthur R. Butz, Hollywood Dynasties by Stephen 
Farber and Marc Green, Holy of Holies by Alan Williams, The 
Hotel New Hampshire by John Irving, A House in the Hamptons 
by Gloria Nagy, Idaho Contemporary Poetry from the American 
West, In and Out of Boston by Bernice Chesler, An Infinity of 
Mirrors by Richard Condon, In Search of Rachamim by Arnold 
Sherman, Into the 90s Southwest Conference Football, Invis- 
ible Man by H.F. Saint, Journey to Ixtlan by Carlos Castaneda, 
Justine by Lawrence Durrell, Know Your Rights: Answers to 
Texans’ Legal Questions by Richard M. Alderman, Knowing 
God by J.1. Packer, Tom Landry—an Autobiography with Greg 
Lewis, Larousse Spanish Dictionary. 























Reviews by the Action Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


EEP COVER 





99 6. 


“Grade A” “graphic” “relentless” “brutal and realistic” “mas- 
terpiece”—“sort of a satirical action film’—starring “outstand- 
ing” Larry Fishburne as an idealistic officer sent undercover by 
Charles Martin Smith, “still the best wimp in town” as a 
“power-seeking DEA director,” to try to infiltrate a Latin Ameri- 
can drug cartel in South Central Los Angeles. Soon he “becomes 
his own worst enemy” and decides to avenge the death of his 
junkie father twenty years earlier. While undercover, he encoun- 
ters Jeff Goldblum, “marvelous” as a “white-trash” “wimpy 
lawyer who becomes a sleazeball drug dealer” with dreams of 
marketing synthetic cocaine—‘“the per- 
sonification of twisted, yet calculated, evil.” 
There are also great performances from 
the various street-trash characters, like 
the “poetry-spouting” “psycho drug lord” 
Gregory Sierra, and Roger Guenveur 
Smith, a smartass drug dealer who says 
things like “Ain’t had pussy since pussy 
had you.” “Even better than New Jack City 
and King of New York.” “Larry Fishburne 
proves he’s one of the best actors alive 
today.” “Great seventies blaxploitation- 
type opening.” “Some of the most memo- 
rable death scenes I’ve seen in a long 
time.” “The music (even though I normally 
hate rap) gives the film a tense and realis- 
tic feeling.” “Too much poetry—like a 
streetwise Shakespearean drama.” “Larry 
Fishburne’s narration is useless, distract- 
ing, unnecessary, and a bad idea from the 
start.” Goldblum has the best line: “A man 
has two things in this world—his word and 
his balls. Or is that three things?” Twelve dead bodies. Four 
breasts. One motor vehicle chase. Pool cue to the head. Beard- 
ripping. Earring-ripping. Kung Fu. Fork Fu. Cast: Clarence 
Williams III (“weak” as a born-again cop), Kamala Lopez 
(“overacts, screams, and her best scene is being dead” as a 
crackhead), Victoria Dillard (“fumbles through the only strong 
female role,” “slight disappointment”). Writers: Michael Tolkin, 
Henry Bean (“outstanding,” “great story”). Director: Bill Duke 
(“great,” “excellent”). [New Line. 1992.] Overall rating: 93. 


OUBLE-CROSSED 


94-89 Classic 


83-80 Decent 





“Intriguing” “must-see” but “highly glamorized” ACE-Award- 
winning docudrama starring “wonderful” “lunatic” Dennis Hop- 
per asa cocky “wild-man drug-running” pilot from Louisiana who 
gets busted, then tries to atone by turning DEA informant, with 
the “great”-to-“lame” Robert Carradine as his goofball contact 
agent. He ends up liking the job so much that he gives his 
government much more information that they bargained for, 
evidence that exposes the connection between the Medellin drug 
cartel and the Sandinista government in Nicaragua. But the 
information is too much for “king of the wimps” Oliver North 
(“well played” by Edward Edwards) to resist. North blows 
Hopper’s cover in a cynical attempt to get the American people to 
support the Contras. A marked man, Hopper gets his sentence 
commuted, but he’s socked with back taxes, ordered to do commu- 
nity service at the Salvation Army at the exact same time every 
night, and becomes, of course, a sitting duck for the Colombians. 
“Best docudrama I’ve seen since Hanoi Hilton. Would not make 
it as a stand-alone movie, but good video material.” “The reality 
of it will have you feeling angry and sad.” “One thing that is 
interesting to me is showing the tricks of the drug trade, such as 


Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
88-84 Excellent 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Action Records 


Highest rating: 93 (Deep Cover, 1992; 
Under Siege, 1992). 
Lowest rating: 68 (Warbirds, 1988; 
Death Merchant, 1990). 





how dropoffs are made into the country, changing plane numbers 
so they can’t be traced, etc.” “Dennis Hopper is the whole movie.” 
“Typical made-for-cable quality. Hopper’s language is all that 
keeps this one off NBC Sunday Night at the Movies.” “I'm sorry, 
but I can’t see ex-nerd revenger Robert Carradine in an action 
role.” “Good aerial photography.” Hopper’s best line: “I can see a 
drug dealer a mile away in Baton Rouge.” One dead body. Three 
explosions. Cast: Adrienne Barbeau (“wasted” in a “meager 
role” as Hopper’s wife), G.W. Bailey (“standout” as Hopper’s co- 
pilot, even though he “doesn’t get to do anything”), Richard 
Jenkins (“weak” as a “weenie” CIA agent). Writer/Director: 
Roger Young (“tightly written”). [HBO/Warner. 1991/92. ] Over- 
all rating: 83. 


H ELL’S ANGELS 


This “intense” “unbelievably brutal” 
World War I flying epic, produced by 
Howard Hughes, launched the career of 
“terrific” “quite seductive” Jean Harlow, 
“paving the path for screen bitches for- 
ever,” “breaking ground for Marilyn Mon- 
roe and Claudia Jennings.” It is famous 
both for its “stunning” aerial sequences 
(stunt pilots died during filming) and for 
Harlow’s scandalous and immortal line: 
“Would you be shocked if I slipped into 
something more comfortable?” (And she 
does slip into a “very flimsy, backless, 
braless gown.”) It’s a classic love triangle, 
with two British flyboy brothers compet- 
ing for the bottle-blonde floozy’s attention 
as they go on a desperate mission flying a 
German twin-engine bomber in a sneak 
attack against German targets. The broth- 
ers are played by Ben Lyon, a “wimp who takes too long to die,” 
and James Hall. (“The only thing more stiff than his perfor- 
mance is his hair.”) “A true classic. Even though the acting is stiff 
and hokey at times, the battle scenes are genuinely impressive.” 
“Incredible miniature effects, blue screen, and various other 
special effects that rival the best work of the present.” “Most of 
the film is in black and white, except for a ball scene which is in 
color and a zeppelin attack scene which is blue.” “Very expensive 
looking.” “Way too much story and not enough action.” “Bores you 
to tears.” Twenty-nine dead bodies. Three motor vehicle chases. 
Forty-five explosions. Exploding zeppelin. Anarchist-beating. 
Fistfight. Writers: Marshall Nielan, Joseph Moncure March 
(“overwritten”). Director: Hughes. [Universal/MCA-Universal. 
1930/92.] Overall rating: 80. 


BBLoop, SWEAT & BULLETS 


Extremely low-budget “slow-developing” “plotless” but “good- 
natured” “spirited” original “tongue-in-cheek” “gem” starring 
“subpar” Randy Galvin, “the general without a clue,” who 
orders a hard-drinking, womanizing major, “studly beer-bellied 
weenie” Phil Stallone (“the Bill Clinton of the U.S. Army”), to 
lead seven female murderers to Brazil, where their mission is to 
pose as slutty prostitutes, sleep with Cuban officers, then kill 
them. Stallone finds them at a prison, where the warden says, 
“So, what you’re asking for are women who are beautiful, athletic, 
sane and preferably lifers.” “Yeah,” answers Stallone, “that’s a 
good formula for a prom date.” The commando hookers he ends 
up with are led by the “hotter than hell” Heidi Paine (“she 
couldn’t die soon enough for me”), Jody Fischer (“big cipher”), 
Leesa Halstead (“who just keeps killing and killing”), Rae 
Dolores (“smart enough to die early”), Laurel Clancey (the 





sergeant who says “I hope you don’t think I’m going to fuck them 
all myself”), and Billie Blaire (“Do the words ‘fuck you’ mean 
anything to you, major?”). When the mission falls victim to a 
security leak, the major must “fight against the odds to get his 
Ho’s back to the good old US of A.” The “Richard Jaeckel look- 
alike” Michael Caruso “steals the show” as Mule, “the 
simpleminded military goof” who thinks he wins a poker game 
because he has 21. This flick, made for $250,000, was originally 
being filmed in Colombia with Christopher Mitchum, Roberta 
Vasquez and Alex Cord, but had to be moved to Orlando and 
turned into a non-union picture when the State Department 
ordered cast and crew out of the country due to the government 
shooting real bullets at Colombian drug cartels. “What a treat!” 
“Charlie’s Angels Meets The Dirty Dozen plot is weak. Commend- 
able, though, for an independent film.” “Has its share of plot flaws 
and lame attempts at humor, but generally interesting, with the 
added bonus of gorgeous girls.” “Great squib work.” “Reminds me 
of a Matt Helm film.” “I couldn’t figure out if it was supposed to 
be acomedy ora serious action film or just outrageous in the Andy 
Sidaris mode. It doesn’t work on any level.” “Writing so bad that 
it would make a dead man rise and change the channel.” “Abso- 
lutely no plot, but somehow fun to watch in the right mood.” 
“Writer/director Bob Cook is obviously a drive-in kind of guy.” 
“No redeeming qualities.” A corporal played by the “excellent” 
James Cook has the best line: “What a fine suicide mission this 
turned out to be!” Sixty-one dead bodies. One dead pig. Nine 
breasts. One motor vehicle chase. Seven explosions. Gratuitous 
butt tattoo. Kung Fu. Cucumber Fu. Hooker-knife-in-the-back 
Fu. [Cinetrust. 1990.] Overall rating: 77. 


HE CHINATOWN MURDERS: 
MAN AGAINST THE MOB 


“Boring beyond belief” “tedious” “made-for-TV bullstuff,” a 
“typical but moderately entertaining” mystery/adventure star- 
ring the “very cool” “tough but sensitive” George Peppard, 
“excellent as usual” as an honest cop on the corrupt Los Angeles 
police force of the 1940’s, investigating a series of murders in 
Chinatown, where he gets involved with a whorehouse owner 
and white slaver, the “mostly unrecognizable” Ursula Andress, 
who is under the thumb of waterfront gangs. “Standout” perfor- 
mances from Charles Haid as an “ex-boxer turned wino street 
bum” with a “great Italian New York accent,” and Richard 
Bradford as an honest older cop. Michael Petryni’s script has 
an “incredible” number of cliche lines, everything from “Keep 
your nose clean” to “Watch your back” to “We’re in this together” 
to “I want him alive.” “Kind of like The Untouchables, but with 
Chinese women.” “Pretty run-of-the-mill. No more interesting 
(but also no worse) than any Quinn Martin production.” “An 
average TV movie, with a good period feel, riddled with TV 
detective movie cliches and some beautiful oriental women.” 
“Obviously a pilot for a TV show—and not a good pilot at that.” 
“Ursula must really need the money.” “Where did Hollywood ever 
get the idea that in the forties, every cop, crook, waitress, dock 
worker, and paperboy in Los Angeles spoke with a New York 
accent? Cut it out, guys.” “Music sounds like Starsky & Hutch.” 
“Annoying and repetitive period music score, modern police radio 
traffic emanating from the old police cars. A waste of celluloid.” 
Minority opinion: “Excellent forties detective movie—more a TV 
movie than a drive-in movie, though.” Ursula Andress has the 
best line: “When you work in Chinatown, it’s best to work with 
Chinese.” Twelve dead bodies. Boxing Fu. Cast: Jason Beghe 
“subpar” as a cop), Joe Tornatore (“very good”), Julia Nickson, 
James Pax, Sandy Ward, Norman Alden, Tom Everett, 
Robert Lesser. Story: David J. Kinghorn. Producer/Director: 
Michael Pressman. [King Features/Vidmark. 1989/92.] Over- 
all rating: 76. 


[rata House 


“Murky” “cheap-looking” “uninspired” but “bizarre” “better 
than average” horror thriller mostly of interest because it’s 








directed by veteran bad guy John Saxon, who also takes a small 
role as a bad army colonel, “excellent as always” and “very 
convincing” as he “delivers his lines like a weenie.” It stars “world- 
class wimp” Dennis Cole, “a placeholder,” “boring as soap” as a 
Vietnam-vet-turned-chauffeur, who is framed for the murder of 
Janelle Davis, the girlfriend he shares with “suitably slimy” 
Mafia boss Anthony Franciosa. Condemned to Death Row, 
Cole discovers that evil G-man Saxon is putting tainted blood in 
the communion wine, “injecting prisoners with experimental 
viruses that turn them into zombie-faced maniacs” with super- 











It’s no picnic being a DEA informant in the eighties, as 
proven by Dennis Hopper in Double Crossed. 

human strength, causing Cole to lead a revolt by the crazies, 
while Tone McClure, a bioengineer-turned-TV-newswoman, 
searches for a cure. Made by the First Family of B-movie charac- 
ter actors, it has some fine work by Howard George as the head 
guard (“Save your spit, you’re gonna need it in hell!”), Newell 
Tarrant as the doctor (“This stuff makes the Bubonic Plague look 
like the common cold!”), and Douglas Van Luben as Prisoner 
Sanchez (“Hey, mamasita, I’m your date for the prom!”). “A ripoff 
of Re-Animator, Cool Hand Luke, A Clockwork Orange, and Night 
of the Living Dead.” “John Saxon must know what he’s doing, 
because he directs seven different films all in the same movie— 
kind of an action-thriller-prison-mutant-riot-escape film.” “The 
most hilarious scene is when the television reporter slag totally 
diagnoses the epidemiology of the plague without seeing a single 
patient.” “Cole looks way too young to have been an officer in 
Nam.” “Extremely lame car-hitting-man stunt.” “Nobody can 
drown a girl in a bathtub by holding her down with one hand!” “All 
the females don’t do much more than show their nuggets and die.” 
“When the prisoners riot, the warden and his family are locked 
in his office. The prisoners bang on the door and yell, ‘Open up, 
warden! We’ve got guns!’ And he does it!” “Pretty gross special 
effects.” “Nice Dead Kennedys music over the ending credits.” 
“The girl on the video box doesn’t appear in the movie.” Best line: 
“Don’t touch my Twinkies!” Thirty-five dead bodies. Nine breasts. 
One motor vehicle chase. Four explosions. Pickaxe in the belly. 
Finger eating. Ear eating. Arms roll. Heads roll. Gratuitous Nam 
flashback. Kung Fu. Cast: Michael Pataki (“good” as Franciosa’s 
brother). Writers: William Selby, David S. Freeman, Kate 
Wittcomb. [AIP. 1992.] Overall rating: 76. 


OMRADES IN ARMS 





“Fair” “cheap” “confusing” glasnost adventure starring Lance 
Henriksen as a “gruff but lovable CIA chief,” “fun to watch as 
usual,” who calls an emergency summit with his KGB counter- 
part to stop a ruthless international drug cartel. The “wimpy” 
Rick Washburn is a Green Beret who has to forge the Ameri- 
cans and Soviets into a united fighting machine headed for the 
jungles of Colombia to kill the drug lord, John Weiner, “very 
bad” as “the verbose Khaleel.” (“I’ve got scarier guys delivering 
my pizza.”) Among the commandos are Lyle Alzado as a “gruff 


but lovable Soviet general” (“I died 
laughing every time he came on the 
screen”), and the “feeble” Steven 
Kaman as the lead Russian soldier, 
who doubles as the cinematographer 
and doesn’t do much better at that. 
“Some scenes are out of focus and poorly 
lit. He uses a lot of Oliver Stone-a- 
vision, where the camera is mounted on 
a drunken bum’s shoulder who is then 
shoved in the direction of the action to 
stumble around.” “Jron Eagle 2 without 
Lou Gossett.” “Very high ammo-to-dead- 
body ratio. Lots of high-tech army gad- 
gets which add nothing to the action.” 
“Good use of modern spy technology.” 
“Bizarre infra-green night-vision se- 
quence—pretty cool.” “Good idea, but 
needs a better story.” “Ultra-cheesy 
Russian accents.” “Everyone who at- 
tempts a foreign accent could sincerely 
benefit from watching Bullwinkle car- 
toons.” “Lyle Alzado gets top billing but 
is only in the movie for about 20 sec- 
onds.” “Did Lyle die while this was in 
production?” “At least half the dialogue 
is radio transmission, walkie-talkie, etc., 
at maximum distortion. Another 30 per 
cent is either whispered or spoken in some unintelligible accent.” 
“The music is Tangerine Dream on a very bad day.” “Everyone in 
this picture should be in the unemployment line.” One hundred 
twenty-one dead bodies. Two motor vehicle chases. Fifteen “lame” 
explosions. Exploding head. Spouting jugular. Needle to the 
chest. Arrows through the chest. Kung Fu. Cast: Julian Borgese 
(“bad toupee and acting to match”), John Christian. Producers/ 
Writers: J. Christian Ingvordsen, Kaman, Weiner (“decent”). 
Director: Ingvordsen (known for his use of authentic weaponry). 
[Promark/Republic. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 73. 


LOOD ON THE BADGE 


“Predictable” “worthless” “very cliched” “dull dull dull” but 
“barely watchable” “ultra-low-budgeter” starring “loser” David 
Harrod as a Dallas cop “who never messes up his 90210 hairdo” 
when partner Todd Everett gets shot by neo-Nazi good ole boys 
(led by “crybaby terrorist” Dean Nolen) who disguise them- 
selves as black Libyan terrorists so that they can steal arms from 
a high security arsenal and possibly ignite a worldwide race war. 
Harrod and new partner Melissa DeLeon follow them to a small 
Texas town, where Harrod uses ESP to get “clues and cryptic 
messages” from his wounded partner. Harrod sleeps with the bad 
guy’s mistress, Desiree LaFore, who “gives an inspired perfor- 
mance while squirming around on motel-room sheets,” then ends 
up battling to the death a “crazy” “bigot survivalist sausage 
tycoon,” the “adequate” Rocky Patterson, on a hog farm. “Bi- 
zarre!” “I saw something resembling this film stuck on the bottom 
of my shoe.” “Somebody should tell Bret McCormick [the 
producer, co-writer and director] that Libyans aren't black.” 
“Lots of machine gun fire into highly protective cardboard boxes 
without any dead bodies being racked up.” “Horrible music, sappy 
ending.” “Voiceover from hell.” R. Kirk McKinney, as the 
survival camp trainer, has the best line: “You want a big bullet, 
because a big bullet makes big holes.” Eleven dead bodies. Five 
breasts. One motor vehicle chase. Three explosions. Machete 








Americans and Russians join forces, and 
eventually learn to shoot in the same direc- 
tion, in Comrades in Arms. 


through the chest. Flesh-eating pigs. 
Gratuitous Schwarzenegger and Mel 
Gibson imitations. Bazooka Fu. Cast: 
Joe Estevez (star billing but “screws 
up his lines badly” while “doing noth- 
ing” as a “shouting chief detective”; “he 
needs some acting lessons from his rela- 
tives”). Writers: John Cianetti, 
McCormick (“incredibly weak, with nu- 
merous major plot flaws”). [AIP. 1992. ] 
Overall rating: 71. 


AXIMUM 
BREAKOUT 


This “worthless” “stupid” “slow- 
paced” “boring” “preposterous” “terrible” 
assemble-the-squad stinker—a white 
slavery movie with absolutely no nu- 
dity (!)—stars Sydney Coale Phillips 
(“much ado about nothing”) as a wealthy 
“good-looking tramp with an attitude,” 
whois kidnapped while on vacation and 
taken to a secret place where women 
are drugged and raped to make white 
babies for the black market. Her “studly” 
“dumb-looking” “long-haired, Patrick 
Swayze-lookalike” boyfriend, Bobby 
Johnston (“no acting abilities and a look that begs to be shot”), 
waits six months, then organizes a “rag-tag group of A-Team-like 
crazies” (Tom Blanton, “big-haired” Eddie Hopper, “talented” 
Steve Rally and “total wimp” Martin L. Keegan as a pyroma- 
niac professor) to rescue her. “Let me get this straight. They 
kidnap women to make them have babies? Wouldn’t it be a lot 
easier to just kidnap babies?” “Women in prison, but no hooters! 
Unreal!” “Bobby Johnson and Eddie Hopper spent too much time 
with the hot comb.” “The good guys have long fluffy hair. The bad 
guys have long slicked-back hair.” “The plot doesn’t make a lick 
of sense.” “More like an action movie starring Animal House frat 
boys.” “Aardvarking scene without showing female nudity. Ab- 
surd!” “Not just one but two studs with long hair to attract a 
bigger female audience.” “If Bobby Johnston is going to have his 
shirt off this much, he should spend more time in the gym and 
ditch the Peter Frampton haircut.” “Our hero chews off the 
buttons on the sweater of his girlfriend, then they aardvark with 
no breasts.” “Putrid love song in the middle of the film.” “Obvi- 
ously made by women, the breast count is too low (zilch) for a 
movie about making women pregnant.” “Director Tracy Lynch 
Britton makes us look at Bobby’s chest the whole movie, and 
even his butt, but goes to great lengths to hide Sydney Coale 
Phillips’ breasts during the sex scene. Personal agendas, any- 
one?” “The ‘assault team’ actually carries a guy and his desktop 
PC, monitor and all, into battle. He uses it to somehow detonate 
weak, smoky explosions wherever a bad guy is.” “Lousy firearms 
action; actually has a closeup ofa spent shotgun shell being loaded 
into a double barrel. Sorry squibs and gun battles.” “Explosions 
look like they were produced with firecrackers from a factory just 
outside Cheyenne, Wyoming.” Blanton has the best line: “No 
seventh-grade art class? That would piss me off!” Fifteen dead 
bodies. One motor vehicle chase. Sixteen explosions. Gratuitous 
trick-riding cowboy. Kung Fu. Cast: Carrie Murray (“great 
villain”), Merle Waters (“standout” as “crusty” Detective Wyatt). 
Writer: Michelle J. Carl (“weak”). [AIP. 1991/92.] Overall rat- 
ing: 69. 





Members of the Action Committee are Janice Clifford, film production coordinator, Venice, Calif.; Steve Hadden, high 
school student and K-Mart stock boy, Lakeland, Fla; Norm Hahn, “makes copies for a living,” Philadelphia; Louis Halper, fire 
protection contractor, Long Beach, Calif.; Lee Kondor, electrical engineer, York, Pa.; Gary Murray, food server/comic/writer, 
Dallas; Graham Niven, gun dealer/photojournalist, Raeford, N.C.; Dennis Nivens, physicist, Hermosa Beach, Calif.; Robert 
A. Simandl, retail sales, Florissant, Mo.; George W. Sweitzer, computer programmer, East Windsor, N.J.; Stan Tims, 
marketing manager for a computer company, Austin, Tex.; John Ward, editorial assistant for a textbook publisher, Boston; and 


Dr. Todd A. Wyatt, pathologist, Nashville. 


Sony andy Pink- 
ard and Ri- 
chard Bowden, 
better known as 
Pinkard & Bowden, 
are a rare thing in 
Nashville—profes- 
sional musicians 
who make fun of 
Nashville itself. 
Unlike the corn- 
pone of Ray Ste- 
vens, who contin- 
ues to amaze the 
gods with his multi- 
billion-dollar re- 
cord sales, Pinkard 
& Bowden actually write and perform bitingly satiri- 
cal songs like “I’ve Got Friends in Crawl Spaces” 
(their tribute to Garth Brooks and 
Jeffrey Dahmer) and “Sweet 
Home, Woody Allen” (a Lynyrd 
Skynyrd tribute for the nineties). 
Sometimes these singer/songwriters 
work honky-tonks, but most of the 
time they play comedy clubs, where 
they've developed a pretty large fol- 
lowing over the past five years. What 
people don’t know is that they’re: 
veteran Nashville insiders. Pinkard 
wrote “You're the Reason God Made 
Oklahoma,” which became a hit af- 
ter being used in the Clint East- 
wood movie Any Which Way You 
Can. He wrote “Coca-Cola Cowboy 
for Mel Tillis, as well as hits for 
Ray Charles and even, believe it or 
not, Jim Nabors. Bowden is a gui- 
tarist who grew up with Don Henley 
in Linden, Texas, and has played for 
Linda Ronstadt, Stevie Nicks, 
Roger McGuinn, Dan Fogelberg 
and Johnny Rivers. All of their 
best stuff went onto an album last 
year called Cousins, Cattleand Other 
Love Stories, which we highly rec- 
ommend. Among our favorite cuts 
are “Sexual Harasser,” “Since My 
Baby Turned Gay,” a send-up of 
Eric Clapton’s “Cocaine” called “Propane,” and an 
attack on The Beach Boys called “It’s Redundant.” 
It’s on Warner Bros. Records, although God knows 
what section of the record store you look in. 
ca 
From Progressive Pragmatist, our favorite po- 
litical newsletter, comes word that J Love Lucy has 
been banned in various Muslim countries. The cen- 
sors feel that Lucy Ricardo “dominates” her husband 
Ricky, and this is not proper. Nicholas J. Nigro Jr. 





... Wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
€he out-of-€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie FRinge of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, ano other 
places where misfits Owell. 
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and James Man- 
nion, who write 
this 12-page bi- 
monthly from the 
wilds of The Bronx, 
are both funny and 
intelligent, a rare 
combination. You 
can get it for $14 for 
eight issues, pay- 
able to: Progressive 
Pragmatist, 3214 
Tibbett Ave., Bronx, 
NY 10463. 

Peter Hassall, 
the notorious New 
Zealand editor of Killer Kung-Fu Enema Nurses on 
Crack, has turned up as a stuntman in Peter 





Pinkard is the short one. 


Jackson’s new gorefest Dead Alive. (We know New 
Zealand is a small country, but does everybody know 
everybody?) Hassall does several stairway falls, some 
high falls, crashes through windows, and plays a 
zombie beaten up by a kung-fu priest. His “normal” 
job, in case you've forgotten, is editing a zine best 
known for its excellent reviews of Asian exploitation 
films and attacks on the infamous New Zealand 
censorship board called the Indecent Publications 
Tribunal. (Recent victims of the IPT are The Exorcist 


and Dressed To Kill.) A recent issue of the 36-pager 
includes an interview with Peter Jackson himself, 
and is available for $4, payable to: Peter Hassall, 
P.O. Box 27432, Upper Willis St., Wellington, New 
Zealand. 
€ 
The latest Scream Queen businesswoman is 
Jeanie Brown, who has appeared in Dawn of the 
Dead, Prodigal Mom and Lorenzo’s Oil, and now 
makes the rounds of the fan conventions represent- 
ing Imagine, Inc., the Pittsburgh-based movie memo- 
rabilia company. She’s currently working on a series 
of “Fantasy Girls Trading Cards” featuring hot young 
models. 
€ 
Reinhold Aman, the expert on abusive lan- 
guage, weird language, dirty language, any kind of 
language that makes people nervous, has a new 
column called “P.C. Bullshit” in his Maledicta Moni- 
tor newsletter. That’s where we learned that, as a 
joke, somebody at the Harvard Divinity School 
changed the label on a paper-recycling bin from 
“Colored Paper” to “Paper of Color.” This upset the 
authorities so much that they changed all the labels. 
The bins now read “Bleached Paper” and “Dyed 
Paper.” This always-funny four-times-a-year four- 
page treasure can be sampled for a couple of bucks: 
Reinhold Aman, Editor, Maledicta Press, P.O. Box 
14123, Santa Rosa, CA 95402-6123. 
€ 
For several years now we've been receiving fly- 
ers from something called the Albert Jay Nock Fo- 
rum and Southern California Supper Club. We don’t 
know what this is exactly (we think it might be rabid 
Libertarians), but we do know they have some of the 
most intriguing speakers on the planet. Guys like 
Howard Maccabee, a professor who lectures on 
the gas chambers at Auschwitz. (He says the Ger- 
mans were capable of killing that many Jews, thereby 
debunking some of the “Holocaust revisionists” who 
claim the Nazis didn’t have the engineering capabil- 
ity to build those ovens.) They have Kennedy assas- 
sination experts, abortion radicals, anybody who’s 
talking about issues that make people mad, in what 
they describe as “an agora of absolute free speech 
and good manners.” You also get a meal with salad 
bar. It almost makes us want to live in Southern 
California. (We said “almost.”) For information about 
upcoming speakers, contact: Albert Jay Nock Forum 
& Southern California Supper Club, 90370 World 
Way Centre, Los Angeles, CA 90009. 
€ 
A bunch of hard-drinking sailors who are not 
ashamed to be hard-drinking sailors (a rarity in the 
“new Navy”) put out a little eight-page inside-joke 
zine called Slimetrax that’s basically devoted to a) 
chronicling the drinking exploits of Navy men around 
the world (including recipes for such drinks as the 
improved version of the Bahama Mama, since the 
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Jeanie, between screams. 


one invented at the Sir Winston Churchill Pub in 
Freeport, Bahamas, was found lacking), and b) bash- 
ing Star Trek fans. It’s asmall audience, but someone’s 
got to cater to it. Nobody actually signs the articles, 
but it’s put out by something called the Brunswick 
Loyale Order of Bar Slugs (BLOBS). Send three 
bucks to sample it: Slimetrax, P.O. Box 1305, Suite 
122, Brunswick, ME 04011. 
ca 

Bovine Gazette, a magazine “by, for, and about 
cows, makes no rational sense, so we'll just describe 
the contents of a recent issue: a cartoon strip about 
an intellectual slug and his brother Bob, a cartoon 
about a man who wakes up with a devil sitting on his 


head, and a cartoon about a superhero who refuses 


to do anything without consulting his lawyer. This 
bi-monthly 12-pager also contains weird art, a satiri- 
cal advice column, and “cow haiku.” It’s one dollar a 
copy: Mad Dog Productions, P.O. Box 2263, Pasa- 
dena, CA 91102. 
4 

Anybody who’s seen American Dream, the 1990 
documentary on astrike at an Armour meat-packing 
plantin Austin, Minnesota, knows that it’s one of the 
greatest movies of the last decade. Yet there hasn’t 
been that much written about it. That’s why we were 
happy to see an interview with the creator of Ameri- 
can Dream, Barbara Kopple, in a recent issue of 
Cineaste, which is normally way too intellectual for 
us. The story of the making of the movie is as 
fascinating as the movie itself. This slick 64-page 
quarterly on film and politics is edited by our friend, 
Gary Alan Crowdus, and goes for $15 a year, 
payable to: Cineaste, P.O. Box 2242, New York, NY 
10009. 
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You can talk about health insurance all you want. You'll never defeat . . . 


The White Trash Factor 


already know this big hoo-haw national health 
I care plan is never gonna work, cause Clinton 
forgot one thing. 

The White Trash Factor. 

The White Trash Factor is the principle that half 
the people I know are never gonna pay their premi- 





ums. 

A lot of people will pay their premiums. People 
that work for big companies will, because they have 
no choice. They’re suckin that money right out of 
their paychecks. 

Yuppies will pay their premiums. 

Self-employed millionaires will pay their premi- 
ums. 

But Larry Dean Tankersley is not ever gonna 
pay his premium. I don’t care what you say to him, 
and I don’t care what you do to him. Larry Dean 
Tankersley is the kind of guy that’s already fourteen 
years behind on his child-support payments, and 
when you threaten him with jail, he says, “Well, I 
guess if they put me in jail, they put me in jail.” 

Larry Dean Tankersley is the kind of guy who 
will be unemployed half his life, and the other half 
he'll have 174 different jobs, and he’ll get paid cash 
for all of em. And every time he gets paid, some 
employer will remind him that he’s required by law 
to put some of that money toward his health care. 

And Larry Dean will say, “What are they gonna 
do, put me in prison for not paying my dental 
insurance?” 

And then, of course, Larry Dean is also the same 
guy who will get both legs mangled in a piece of farm 
machinery, and he'll end up spending two months in 
the hospital and three years in rehab, at a cost of 


three million bucks, and you know what we'll do 
under the national health care system? 

Well pay it anyway! Out of taxes. 

Does this burn your bacon? It burns my bacon. 
Even though I realize we can’t refuse medical treat- 
ment to anybody, even shiftless sidewalk scum like 
Larry Dean, I think we 
oughta do something to ad- 
dress the White Trash Fac- 
tor. 

And I think I’ve figured 
out what we can do. 

If Larry Dean Tankersley 
gets sick and has to go into 
the hospital, and we find out 
he’s cheated the government 
out of hisinsurance payments 
for the last thirty-seven 
years, then what we do is we 
admit him to the hospital, we 
give him the best possible 
care, we pay for everything— 
but. 

We don’t give him a bed- 
pan. 

Several times a day he has to get up and walk 
barefoot across the linoleum. I know it sounds cruel, 
but there’s got to be some justice, right? 

Also, Larry Dean will be required to stay in a 
semi-private room with a very stinky person who has 
an army of foreign relatives that visit him all the 
time. 

His nurse will be a 400-pound lesbian named 
Helga. 

The view out his hospital window will be a 
freeway. 

No cable TV in the room. 

And, best of all for dealing with white trash, at 
least three times a day he’ll be required to roll over, 
hike up his gown, and take all his medications with 
a needle in the bew-tocks. 

Believe me, this will get Larry Dean’s attention. 

Congress should write it into the law immedi- 
ately. Otherwise, the country is bankrupt. 


Republican Alert! 


The 59 Outdoor Theater, on Highway 59 in 
Ozaukee County, Wisconsin, is up for sale, and 
we need a buyer fast. Thomas P. Husting of 
Grafton reminds us that, without eternal vigi- 
lance, it can happen here. 
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As the Maniac Cop says, “You have the right to remain silent. Forever.” 


Sucker Punch Executions 


I always like the scene in the movies where they 

strap the guy into the electric chair, and then 

they ask him if he has a last statement to make. 
And it might be ten words, and it might be a two- 
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minute speech, but whatever the guy says is the 
dramatic high point in the movie. It’s almost like, no 
matter whether we cared what he said before, at this 
moment we do wanna hear the man out. 

And actually, a lot of confessions have come at 
this point—not recently, but back in the twenties, 
thirties and forties. ’ve read hundreds of accounts of 
guys who wanted to either a) clear their consciences, 
or b) say one more time that they were innocent. And 
some of em just can’t bring themselves to say what 
they really mean until they know they’re really 
gonna die. 

Anyhow, the reason I bring this up is that the 
courts have been killing a lot of prisoners in Texas 
and Florida and other states recently, and I always 
read the accounts of the execution, and there is 
always a sentence in the account that goes like this: 

“The prisoner did not have a last statement, a 
prison spokesman said.” 


I don’t mean just occasionally one of em doesn’t 
have a last statement. I mean none of em have 
anything to say. 

And my question about this is, What’s changed 
in the past thirty, forty years to make em so quiet 
when they die? 

It bothers me. 

I think the reason it bothers me is that the 
only kind of person who could just sit there, 
waiting to die, with absolutely nothing to say— 
to his family, to God, to the public, to the media, 
to somebody—is a man that’s either totally at 
peace or totally in shock. I don’t think they’re all 
at peace. I get enough letters from guys on Death 
Row to know they’re not all at peace. 

So are they in shock? In most cases, they’ve 
been sitting there ten years, waiting to die. It 
couldn’t have ever been that far from their minds. 
If they’re certain of death and afraid of going to 
hell, they've had a long time to be thinking, “I 
better at least apologize to the victim’s family 
before I face God.” 

But what I’m afraid it is, really, is that these 
guys have been through so many proceedings— 
legal proceedings, trials, re-trials, appeals, par- 
don hearings—and they’ve gotten so much ad- 
vice from so many people, and they’ve been told 
so many different things by judges and lawyers, 
and they’ve gotten their hopes up so many times 
over all those years, only to have em dashed 
again, that by the time they get to their date with 
the Big Needle, they don’t believe anything is 
final. 

In other words, they may not know they're 
dead until after they’re dead. 

Are you following this? 

And that makes you have to wonder whether the 
death penalty is doing what it’s supposed to do. 
Because if the man you're killing doesn’t even fear 
the death penalty—if it comes as a shock to him, like 
somebody walked up behind him and sucker-punched 
him—then haven’t you defeated the whole purpose 
of telling the guy what he did, telling him how bad it 
was, telling him you’re gonna kill him, telling him 
why you're gonna kill him—and then killing him? 

Telling him that maybe you're gonna kill him, 
and then killing him—that’s taking away the only 
five minutes I think he deserves. That’s taking away 
his final statement, when he might speak the only 
true words he’s ever spoken his entire life. 

You know what I’m talking about? 

That silence in the death chambers is real eerie 
to me. 
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2 to the Hopeless 





Howdy Joe Bob, 

I got to thinking about your column concerning 
all this cat business and I know why this is happen- 
ing. It can be summed up in two words: wo-men. 
Think about it. Men are like dogs. Give them a pat on 
the head, a bone to chew on and a warm place to sleep 
and you got a friend for life. Now when you get a 
bunch of women together you'll find catty remarks 
and sometimes cat fights. They’re fun to watch but, 
hell, these cat-loving women are taking over the 
country. While us men are wagging our tails and 
looking for FiFi, the cats are sneaking in all over the 
place. Even the White House! Pretty soon we'll all be 
in the doghouse and getting whacked on the head 
with newspapers concerning articles about “Socks” 
the cat. 

So, I think that us dogs, uh, men, should start 
chasing all these felines off our turf. 

Steve Dickson 
Cordes Lakes-Mayer, Ariz. 
Dear Steve: 

You ever see those “Man Wanted” Personal ads 
where the woman says “You must like cats”? 

Now there’s a woman with priorities. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

As I was scanning the paper for your column the 
other day I came across an interesting article. In it 
Bob Goldthwaite was defending his latest movie, 
Clowns. As I understand it, he is getting flak because 
it portrays clowns in a less than flattering manner. 
Maybe he should have cast John Wayne Gacy (a/k/a 
Bubbles) in the lead. I can see the sequel, Clowns: 
Their Friends Under the House Part II. 

Charles Dillett 
Walnut Creek, Calif. 
Dear Charles: 

Great. Now we have a special interest group that 
puts three tons of pancake makeup on its face, wears 
a big red nose, orange hair, baggy pants, and size 47 
shoes—and says, “Treat us just like everybody else.” 

Thank God the movie wasn’t called Pro-Wres- 
tlers. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I’ve been reading your columns for years now, 
but I don’t really feel that I know you. I wish you’d 
print some short bio on where you're from and all 


that other nonsense people ask about. Your fans 
have the right to know these things. 
Scott A. DeLorenzi 
Ft. Worth, Tex. 
Dear Scott: 
I would rather force you to buy my second book, 
A Guide to Western Civilization, or, My Story. 
This book was so popular that we printed 140,000. 
I only have 139,000 left in my garage, so order 
fast. 


Find! That Flick. 


Dogg ogo oobooooooooooooooooooooOooooooOooAooooNooAonooNoonooOaT pooogo oo ooo ooo ooo ooooooopoosoooooopoooooooooooooooooot 


This Week's Contest 


Bonnie Sawyer of Hayward, California: 
“Please—I hope you can help me. My favorite musi- 
cian, Stanley Clarke, has done a soundtrack for a 
movie. Do you know the name of the movie? (I saw a 
preview of it on a rented home video two months ago, 
but forgot.)” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the August 9 issue, Conrad Cassell of 
Hunlock Creek, Pennsylvania, described a flick star- 
ring “Jennifer Warren, who played a school teacher 
who fell in love with one of her students who was a 
male stripper dancer. She started seeing this guy 
because her husband was too busy with his job, so 
she went out on most occasions with her girlfriend 
and secretly saw this guy (little sex). Her husband 
knew all along what was going on, but he played 
along—just to get even with this poor guy.” 

We received 24 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

Michael Jones of Los Angeles: “Conrad asked 
about what I believe is the 1983 film, A Night in 
Heaven. The film starred Lesley Ann Warren (not 
Jennifer Warren), and is described in the 1992 
Maltin Film and Video Guide as the story of a 
teacher who is taken to a male strip joint where the 
star attraction is Christopher Atkins (!), a student 
she’s flunking. The film was written by Joan 
Tewkesbury and directed by John G. Avildsen of 
Rocky fame. The film also starred Robert Logan, 
Carrie Snodgress, Deborah Rush, Sandra Beall, Alix 
Elias, Denny Terrio (!) and Andy Garcia (!). I’ve 
never seen the durn thing because I could never get 
over the fact that gorgeous Lesley Ann Warren 
would drool over somebody like Atkins. A travesty.” 

Additional information came from our 23 run- 
ners-up... 

Richard Brandt of El Paso, Texas: “True to 
their established screen personae, Chris shows all 
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(and I mean all) in their heavy-breathing bedroom 
scene; Lesley Ann doesn’t discard a single item of 
clothing. This all takes place near Houston (so it’s 
sort of an Urban Cowboy for the menopausal set); the 
husband is a NASA scientist who spends a lot of the 
movie riding to work and back on a recumbent 
bicycle. Gratuitous Bryan Adams on the soundtrack.” 

Alonso Duralde of Hollywood: “There’s some- 
thing to be said about a production that encompasses 
the director of Rocky (John Avildsen), the writer of 
Nashville (Joan Tewkesbury) and such disparate 
acting talent as Andy Garcia (in an early, brief role 
as a bartender) and Denny Terrio, the host of TV’s 
godawful Dance Fe- 
ver.” 

Nathan Terlip of 
Temple City, Califor- 
nia: “Conrad shouldn’t 
feel bad about having 
confused Lesley with 
another actress, it’s 
just that most people 
confuse her with Su- 
san Sarandon. One 
good way to be sure is, 
if the actress takes off 
her clothes, it can’t be 
Lesley Ann Warren. In 
fact, most people I 
know remember this 
movie for a scene 
Lesley has with Chris- 
topher Atkins. Some- 
how she manages to 
have sex with him 
without even loosen- 
ing any of her clothes. 
Even my mother didn’t buy that when she saw it.” 

Richard Wright of Albuquerque: “A Night in 
Heaven is also known as Ladies Night. Lesley appar- 
ently worked her way up to this role by starring in 
two earlier TV movies—Portrait of a Showgirl and 
Portrait of a Stripper. Sandra (Easy Money and The 
Cotton Club) Beall as Slick also gets very friendly 
with Chris in the shower and provides some brief 
nudity to make things interesting. The film also 
stars Veronica (Playboy Playmate November 1983 
and the nudist in Smokey and the Bandit Part 3) 
Gamba as Tammy, one of Chris’s girlfriends, and 
Rose (Porky’s Revenge) McVeigh as Alison.” 

Don Hart of Webster, Texas: “As you are prob- 
ably aware of Lesley Ann Warren’s shower scene in 
Where the Eagle Flies, I won’t mention it. Jennifer 
Warren, if I’m not mistaken, was in Night Moves 
topless along with Susan Clark and Melanie Griffith.” 

T. Champ Clark of Mesa, Arizona: “I expect the 
number of other correct answers will just about 
equal the combined populations of Arlington and 
Grand Prairie (with Grapevine thrown in), since this 





i anicy Ann has sex with hie slotlias on. 


flick is not all that ancient and played regularly on 
the cable TV premium channels in the eighties—not 
exactly your obscure grindhouse cult film, ala some- 
thing made by Hugo Haas in the fifties (are those 
suckers available in anybody’s catalog’?).” 

Dale M. Johnson of Cincinnati: “Pock-marked 
Top 40 Canadian raspy-voiced singer, Bryan Adams, 
had a, what else?, Top 40 hit with this movie’s ‘love 
theme,’ the ingeniously titled ‘Heaven,’ which con- 
tains the line, ‘I’m findin’ it hard to believe we’re in 
heaven... Me, too, Bryan, me, too. The horror... 
The horror .. .” 

Gary Borofsky of Hastings-on-Hudson, New 
York: “As I recall it, it 
was more of a bad T'V 
movie of the week than 
a good (i.e., bad) grade- 
B movie. It’s a perfect 
movie for the Lifetime 
channel. The breast 
count is either 152 or 
0, depending on 
whether male breasts 
count. I’m sure it'll pop 
up on Lifetime peri- 
odically.” 

S.C. Dacy of Los 
Angeles: “The whole 
film is pretty much all- 
tease and no-payoff, 
what with Atkins 
about as charismatic 
as Pee-Wee Herman, 
and the big love scene 
less erotic than an epi- 
sode of the Jerry Lewis 
Telethon. Warren and 
Atkins radiate all the sensual chemistry of Jim and 
Tammy Faye Bakker.” 

F.D. Luchok of Arlington, Virginia: “One scene 
has college speech instructor Warren revealing 
Atkins’ failing grade to the entire class. In real life, 
that stunt would cause a major lawsuit and dis- 
missal of the instructor.” 

Murray Whichard of Poway, California: “It’s 
really only an 80-minute-long shaggy dog story. The 
whole thing exists just to get to the point where the 
husband (played by Robert Logan) gets Atkins in a 
row boat with his pants down around his ankles at 
gunpoint. Atkins is scared silly, sure he’s about to 
die, and Logan breaks out in sarcastic laughter and 
says something like, “You don’t really think ’m 
concerned enough about a little pissant like you to 
shoot you and risk prison, do you?’ before tossing the 
gun into the lake and leaving with the lovely Lesley 
Ann. Films like this are the reason they won't let me 
carry a gun. I saw it on Cinemax, or somesuch, but 
if I'd paid $6 for a ticket to sit through 80 minutes of 
this bazzoo for a punch line like that, I’d be tempted 
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to shoot up the theater myself! It’s allegedly avail- 
able on video. I’'d recommend digging through the $3 
bin at the swap meet.” 

Also answering correctly were Raisin Blowme 
of Buffalo; George Cleveland of Richmond, Cali- 
fornia; Cory Enns of Chico, California; John 
Hudson of Nashville; Bailey Jones of Birming- 
ham, Alabama; Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, 
Illinois; Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio; Ron Miller of 
Dallas; Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California; 
Guy E. Rusiski of Pittsburgh; Theo K. Verhulst of 
New Philadelphia, Ohio, and Stephen Weakley of 
Elk Grove Village, Illinois. 


Find That Flick’ Update 


Richard Gordon of New York City: “My friend 
Sam Sherman of Independent International Pic- 
tures has introduced me to your publication via the 


| Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of The 
Joe Bob Report and get two months free. Fourteen months for $35! 
Hurry, offer expires November 30, 1993. 


Ly 


L_| Gimme a half-year ofhiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. only) 


Yes, here’s $35 for a year’s subscription, plus atwo-month 
bonus—$70 in foreign countries. 








Iron Joe Bob, $19 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 
A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 
Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10 95 
Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, Sold out 


$2 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 
8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 


August 9 issue in which your feature ‘Find That 
Flick’ happens to be devoted to my production of 
Island of Terror. However, its various contributors 
make certain mistakes that I should like to correct. 
Brian Thomas of Chicago is wrong when he says that 
‘scientists Peter Cushing and Edward Judd, while 
tracking down a cure for cancer, etc.’ They do not 
come into the story until the creatures have been 
unleashed by their scientist-creators, who have all 
been killed. Their help is enlisted to deal with the 
situation. More importantly, Judd does not ‘chop off 
Cushing’s arm—only his hand! Ron Miller of Dallas 
says that Island of the Burning Doomed (the original 
title of which, by the way, is Night of the Big Heat) 
had the same plot. Not really. Night of the Big Heat 
dealt with creatures from another planet that come 
to Earth to heat up the atmosphere to a degree where 
all human life would be destroyed. Richard Villa of 


Joe Bob Offers Something for Nothing! 


Buy a year’s subscription and get two extra months of hiney-kicking free! 
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New & Improved Joe Bob Junk! 


Just in time for Christmas . . . 


Introducing Joe Bob’s official anti-Yuppie ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ coffee mug (for 
Maxwell House only) for just $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 
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(Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody go from thinking | 

that coffee was a form of herpes to this new idea thata fourteen dollar | 
cup of Tahitian Vanilla-Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art 

director for music videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs) | 
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Coming soon! Official Joe Bob Briggs baseball jacket (leather and wool) with 
full-color Joe Bob logo on the back and “Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal 
friend of mine” embroidered on the front. Watch for more details! 


1993 Binders Available! 


They're still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. se 95 each or 
$24.95 for two. 


Back Issues Galore! 


$4 per single back issue 


Every issue of The Joe Bob Report (We Are the Weird) ever 
published, plus binders: $200 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. Please note 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are 
in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold out and will be 
replaced with xerox copies. 


Make all checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


Los Angeles believes that Terence 
Fisher was on a ‘forced hiatus’ at 
Hammer because of the failure of 
Phantom of the Opera. Not so. 
Fisher was still Hammer’s most 
important directorial asset, but 
because of our friendship, 
Hammer’s then-boss Jim Carreras 
gave us the opportunity to use 
Fisher in between his commit- 
ments to them. Gregory Nicoll’s 
comment about the impression 
which the scene of Cushing’s hand 
being severed made upon him is 
most interesting because we did 
not originally show it so explicitly, 
but cut from the shot of the axe 
swinging down to Cushing’s pained 
reaction. When Universal-Inter- 
national took over the film for 
North American distribution, they 
insisted that we insert the close- 
up complete with ‘spurting red 
groovy for their release. I still 
think the scene works better with- 
out it; the insert is too obviously 
phony. If Karl Bunker of Brook- 
line, Massachusetts, has any evi- 
dence of the film’s release as The 
Creepers, I would love to know 
about it. I have no knowledge of 
that title, and it is unlikely that 
Universal-International would 
have used it since the film has 
been in continuous distribution, 
first theatrically, and now on tele- 
vision. Unfortunately, they have 
not so far been persuaded to re- 
lease it on home video. As to the 
fact that the film is offered on 
video by Sinister Cinema (Brian 
Thomas of Chicago) and Scorched 
Earth Productions (Gregory Nicoll 
of Atlanta), your readers should 
be made aware that these are un- 
authorized ‘pirated’ versions of the 
film, which explains the atrocious 
quality. I told Universal-Interna- 
tional about it a long time ago, but 
they would not take the trouble to 
do anything about it, although they 
are the owners of the American 
copyright. (I still distribute the 
film myself in the Eastern Hemi- 
sphere under its original English 
copyright. )” 


Joe Bob’s Classifieds 


Fanzines 


Weird news aficionados: The wildest, funni- 
est, most bizarre news items are found in 
Strange But True newsletter. Dozens of 
weird news items per issue. Sample copy 
$2. Write: SBTN, 7522 Campbell Road, Suite 
113, Room 162. Dallas, TX 75248. 

Raw Humor Well Done! National Public 
Humor Newsletter, outrageous humor 
monthly since 1988. Political & social 
commictary. Jokes. Cartoons. Slapstick 
journalism. Subscribe for only $12 a year; 
$20 for two years. (Sample issue—$2). Send 
a check or money order to: NPHN-JBB, 
P.O. Box 21, Cheshire, CT 06410. 

Weenie Toons! Women Cartoonists Mock 
Cocks. Send $5 to Roz Warren, P.O. Box 
259, Bala Cynwyd, PA 19004. 


Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club kit! Photo and 
4 newsletters $12 (foreign $14); Personal- 
ized video letter (VHS) of Monique wearing 
sexy sheer lingerie! $39 plus $4 P&H (for- 
eign $39 + $6 P&H). Payable to Monique 
Gabrielle, 1560-1 Newbury Rd. #420, 
Newbury Park, CA 91320. 


Video Trades 


Madly Seeking Cisco: Long before there 
was Duncan Renaldo’s squeaky clean inter- 
pretation of the Cisco Kid, Gilbert Roland 
played him as he was meant to be, a cigar- 
smoking, Tequila-drinking womanizer. Will 
buy or trade for any film in the Cisco series 








starring Roland (or an earlier version with 
Caeser Romero), especially The Gay Cava- 
lier. Mighty Mead, Box 1598, Carson City, 
NV 89702. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information 
to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 
16221. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

| forget your signature and expiration | 
| date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 
| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 
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